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and though the earl, and those about him, did what
men could do, and behaved themselves with all pos-
sible gallantry, yet there was no withstanding Crom-
well's horse; but, like prince Rupert, they bore
down all before them; and now the victory was
wrung out of our hands by our own gross miscar-
riage ; for the prince, as it was his custom, too eager
in the chase of the enemy, was gone, and could not
be heard of; the foot in the centre, the right wing
of the horse being routed by Cromwell, was left,
and without the guard of his horse. Cromwell hav-
ing routed the earl of Newcastle, and beaten him
quite out of the field, and sir Thomas Fairfax rally-
ing his dispersed troops, they fall all together upon
the foot. General lord Goring, like himself, fought
like a lion; but forsaken of his horse, was hemmed in
on all sides, and overthrown; and an hour after
this, the prince, returning too late to recover his
friends, was obliged with the rest to quit the field to
conquerors.

This was a fatal day to the king's affairs, and the
risk too much for any man in his wits to run ; we
lost four thousand men on the spot, three thousand
prisoners, among whom was sir Charles Lucas,
major-general Porter, major-general Telier, and
about one hundred and seventy gentlemen of quality.
We lost all our baggage, twenty-five pieces of can-
non, three hundred carriages, one hundred and fifty
barrels of powder, and ten thousand arms.

The prince got into York with the earl of New-
castle, and a great many gentlemen, and seven or
eight thousand of the men, as well horse as foot.

I had but very coarse treatment in this fight; for
returning with the prince from the pursuit of the
right wing, and finding all lost, I halted, with some
other officers, to consider what to do; at first we
were for making our retreat in a body, and might